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masters of our actions, but how can we command our
feelings? After all, our feelings are our own. I don't
know what I'm going to do, Arthur. It wasn't so bad till
to-night; I could control myself, I thought my pain was

growing less------I long for him with all my soul, and I

must let him go. Oh, I hate him. I hate him. If he'd
loved me he might have been faithful to me a few short
weeks. He wouldn't cause me such cruel pain.

ARTHUR: Don't be unjust to him, Violet. I think he fell in
love with you without knowing what was happening to
him. And when he knew I think he struggled against it
as honourably as you did. You know that very little
escapes me. I've seen a sort of shyness in him when he
was with me, as though he were a little ashamed in my
presence. I even felt sorry for him because he felt he was
behaving badly to me and he couldn't help himself. He's
suffered just as much as you have. It's not very strange
that when this girl fell jn love with him it shouid seem to
offer a new hope. He was unhappy and she comforted
him. Anne says she's rather like you. If ever he loves
her perhaps it will be you that he loves in her.

VIOLET: Why do you say all this to me?

ARTHUR: You've been so wretched. I don't want bitterness
to come to you now. I can't bear that you should think
your first love has been for someone not worthy of it. I
think time will heal the wounds which now you think
are incurable, but when it does I hope that you will look
back on your love as a thing only of beauty.

VIOLET: I am a beast, Arthur. I don't deserve anyone to be
so good to me as you are,

ARTHUR: And there's something else I must tell you_____

It appears that various enterprising people have been
laying plans to put me out of the way.

VIOLET: [Startled.] Arthurl

ARTHUR: I find that there was a plot to kill me this morning
on my way to the review.